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SALON OF THE DILETTANTI— I 

THOSE ABOLISHED GIRL ANGELS 

It was the first meeting of the Salon, and the Dilettanti, owing to the 
wrathful protest of one of the members, were like a professional eleven — 
lined up for a scrimmage, and willing to break a rib or two, or an arm, 
or even a cranium, for the honor of the game. It was only necessary to 
point a finger at the Sculptor to draw a spark. Gutzon Borglum — and he 
was even at that moment on the waiting-list of the organization — had been 
guilty of a crime! A crime against nature, nay, more — the Sculptor was 
given to expressing himself forcibly — a crime against Heaven, as art under- 
stood it; against the whole angelic host, as approved and hallowed by 
paint-brush and chisel since the first artistic innovator had the temerity 
— to the confusion and disgust of anatomists — to put symbolic or deco- 
rative wings on human — chiefly feminine — shoulder-blades. 

In pique or temper, with malice aforethought, without apparently a 
single qualm of conscience, Borglum had taken a mallet or a sledge and 
literally hammered the sex out of a couple of unoffending angels — females 
at that — because a church dignitary thought the supposititious beings and 
their riames misfits. And now nothing remained of the Angel of the 
Annunciation and the Angel of the Resurrection but a photograph of the 
one and a death mask of the other — scarcely enough for an inspired 
Agassiz to reconstruct the dismembered creations. And the shame of 
it, that a minister of the gospel and a follower of the Lord Jesus Christ 
should be party to the crime! 

There were no palliating circumstances in the outrage. Dr. Hunt- 
ington the self-constituted church critic of religious art, had the flim- 
siest of pretexts for his share in the dastardly assault — it was, on his part, 
a mere bit of ex cathedra arbitrariness. He was not even sustained by 
his Bible; for does not Matthew xxii-30, as interpreted by exegetical 
experts, mean that there is no sex in Heaven? As for Borglum, it was 
simply monstrous! The angels were his own creations — his dream chil- 
dren — and his favorites at that. Dream children? No, that wasn't 
the phrase — the Sculptor was a stickler for preciseness. They were born 
full-grown — wings and all — from his brain, as was Minerva from Jupiter's; 
passed their brief chrysalis week or month in the mud, as the atmosphere 
and the sculptor's engagements necessitated; and entered upon what was 
intended as an imperishable existence in marble. Then came the mallet, 
and two ideal forms out of a family of sixty — all girl angels — and the only 
two that Borglum didn't have help in the making of, were knoched into 
sexless fragments. 

Their sisters, did their marble eyes permit, would have wept in pity. 
But the destroyer knew no contrition — he, if report be true, put a chip or 
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ANGEL OF THE RESURRECTION 
By Gutzon Borglum 



two in his pocket for sou- 
venirs, and complacently went 
to work in his studio to fash- 
ion a couple of more angels 
to supply the deficiency in 
the angelic household of the 
great Cathedral of St. John 
the Divine on Morningside 
Heights, giving them Adam's- 
apples and angular features, 
and equipping them with Jew- 
ish-looking beards — a con- 
cession to his ministerial crit- 
ic — as the palpable stamp of 
their masculinity. Now, Borg- 
lum was all wrong — the 
Sculptor thought the other 
Dilettanti would bear him out 
in his assertion. A male an- 
gel, like a female saint, the 
dictionary notwithstanding, 
was a contradiction in terms. 
— A lady in the front row 
emphatically interposed that 
all fallen angels were of the 
masculine gender. The 
Sculptor ignored the inter- 
ruption as a remark not ger- 
mane to the subject, and pro- 
ceeded. — To resort to the 
bludgeon and pommel the 
Angel of the Annunciation 
and the Angel of the Resur- 
rection into lime material was 
showing the white feather. It 
was tacitly admitting that the 
clergy knew more about an- 
gels than the artists, and 
there was nothing in the 
whole range of observation 
to justify any such assump- 
tion. — One of the Dilettanti 
hazarded the assertion that 
the clergy were supposed to 
be well versed on all such 
matters. But the sculptor 
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insisted that it was a case in which suppositions didn't pass current. 
— Do you mean to tell me, the Sculptor thundered, that poets, and paint- 
ers, and sculptors, and their ilk, who dream dreams and see visions in 
their efforts, their passion to glorify life with the beautiful, the ideal, 
don't know more about the angelic than the pastors of churches, who 
deliver monologues on duty and damnation, preach the crucifixion of 
the flesh, and sanctify 
death with the inven- 
tions of theology ? He 
didn't believe the cler- 
gy were on any more 
intimate terms with 
the angels than the 
Dilettanti were. Per- 
sonally, he believed 
that the word "angel," 
like the German 
"madchen," was neu- 
ter gender, but he 
didn't know. Borglum 
did n't ; neither did Dr. 
Huntington. The mere 
fact of a name was 
nothing to go by, and 
that, apparently, was 
all the clergyman 
stickled over. The 
Sculptor himself had 
a lady acquaintance 
named Frank and an- 
other named Joe, and 
he knew they were 
feminine ; he also knew 
a man named Jean 
and another named 
Kit, and all the argu- 
ments of all the theological schools in Christendom wouldn't convince 
him that they were women — he objected to being convinced. 

Pooh! What if the angels in question did — or do — bear the names of 
Gabriel and Michael? They were ideas, ideals, conceptions, things 
of thought, essentially as sexless as an algebraic equation. It was the 
thought we wish our angels to stand for, not their clothes, or the fact that 
they had broad shoulders and narrow hips, or the reverse, that was the 
important thing. If the artist could look at a beautiful figure and see only 
Heaven-inspired sentiment, and the clergyman could look at the same 
figure and see only Nature-made or man-copied sex, one or the other was 
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losing the whole ethical import of the creation, and he, the Sculptor, be- 
lieved it was the clergyman. No, no, it was the idea that told. You 
might put Niobe in pants, and she would still weep over her children and 
touch our hearts with her tender mother's love. Or you might drape 
white robes on Mephistopheles and crown his horns with a nimbus, and 
you would find the tail sticking out somewhere from the skirts and 

the horns pricking 
through the halo, as 
an index of character 
and a warning to the 
world. Out on the 
sticklers for paltry, 
non-essential details of 
physiology! If there 
was any truth in Goe- 
the's old dictum — and 
the Sculptor believed 
there was — that it is 
the ever-womanly 
that lifts us above, 
then let us have 
women angels in our 
church lofts, as in our 
homes — Dr. Hunting- 
ton to the contrary. 
Anyway, it was a heart- 
less, malicious thing 
for the Doctor to want 
two male angels — no 
matter how mature 
and bearded they 
might be conceived — 
condemned — was that 
the right word ? — as 
long as the marble 
lasted to intimate association in the same loft with fifty-eight angels of 
the other sex! That was a species of barbarism not to be tolerated. 

And then again, Borglum had met convention, both artistic and re- 
ligious, half-way, and he should n't have gone a step farther — let alone 
using the mallet. He admitted that he had unsexed his angels as far as 
possible, and draped them becomingly. They were no hoydens in halos, 
no seductive, disturbing Hebes masquerading in alien guise. They were 
as straight-laced — and as straight formed too — as his sense of propriety 
and anatomy would permit. No minister of the gospel could expect an 
artist to eliminate every suggestion of sex ; that would be asking too much. 
And surely artists were to be allowed some liberty, even some license 
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— the Sculptor knew that 
ministers arrogated to them- 
selves that right as inalien- 
able from their profession. 
When on such a slender 
basis of positive fact, they 
tackled in prayer-meeting 
and church service such 
mighty propositions as crea- 
tion, time, life, death, 
eternity, predestination, sal- 
vation, damnation, heaven, 
hell, God, and the Devil — 
not only tackled them, but 
spoke with such a fulsome- 
ness of detail and convic- 
tion as to imply that some 
one had told them all about 
it and given them warrant 
to speak " as one having 
authority/' it was a split- 
ting of hairs — nay, an evi- 
dence of the intolerance of 
the church — to find fault 
with a well-meaning, unof- 
fending, ideal-devoted artist 
because he presumed to 
think sex — some sex — into 
a few bits of marble and call 
them angels. 

History had proved that 
women were the most gra- 
cious announcers and the 
most effective resurrection- 
ists in the world ; moreover, 
they had always been the 
power behind Sunday at- 
tendance, fairs, sociables, 
and other church functions, 
and why should they now be 
ostracized from church choir 
decorations ? — Some one 
asked about the power be- 
hind the collection box, but 
was ruled out as irrelevant 
and irreverent. — Such quib- 
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bling, such arrogance, the Sculptor insisted, was insufferable^ No 
artist would offend any canon of probability or propriety in thinking 
his angels " he," " she," or " it"; and any minister of the gospel would 
lay himself open to criticism, if not censure, to throw down the gauntlet 
on such a delicate question of casuistry. 

Borglum was right in conceiving his angels women, and wholly wrong, 
nay, impious, in mutilating their tender graces with a sledge-hammer. 
Dr. Huntington was right in wanting to give men an ampler show in angel- 
dom — did n't the women covet the ballot-box on earth? — but he had 
offended the sex in ousting a couple of women angels from his holy of 
holies. He and the artist might have met in joint debate and settled the 
matter for all time; or they might have resorted to arbitration or insisted 
on a referendum. But now that was too late. The mischief had been 
done. The minister had opened his mouth and put his foot in it. The 
Angel of the Annunciation and the Angel or the Resurrection, as Borg- 
lum had conceived them, were no more. Another Angel of the Annun- 
ciation and another Angel of the Resurrection — sex prescribed — were in 
process of creation — sinewy, bearded, masculine beyond a doubt. But 
the will of God and Dr. Huntington be done! 

The Salon was deeply impressed with the Sculptor's arguments, passed 
resolutions condemning both parties to the dispute under discussion, 
and after appointing a committee of Dilettanti to select some new pro- 
test for presentation at the next monthly meeting, adjourned. 

Reported by the Salon's Secretary. 




